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who was going home on two months' leave, and one or
two ladies. We treated them to whiskies and sodas
and Kia-ora. I am afraid we looked the most frightful
tousled tramps, blatantly unshaven. We were having
our supper at the time and our kitchen fire threw a
weird, flickering light over the desert. We had a good
Machonochie stew with tinned tomatoes and peas
thrown in.

From about 10.30 to 11.30 p.m. I lay down again
on my bed and fell into a restless doze. I was too
excited really to sleep. I began to have misgivings.
The desert was dark and lonely. It was like a dead world.
I kept wondering if our navigation would work after all,
and whether we would ever find L.G. V. I could see
the glow of a cigarette end wandering about. It was
attached to the end of the thin tall figure of Louis.
My mind wandered back to an absurd incident in Cairo.
Louis, having nothing better to do at the moment,
wandered up to a bookstall, and fixing his eyeglass more
firmly in his eye, said in a serene voice: "Have you got
Twenty Tears in an Air Pocket?" "Twenty years in a
what?'* asked the mystified assistant. "Twenty Tears
in an Air Pocket^ by Louis Paget; don't you know the
book?'* "Well, I'm afraid we haven't got it in stock,
but may we order it for you?" "Please," said Louis.
Then I came sharply back to reality.

The night was moonless, but I had not bargained for
the bank of dark clouds which were now shutting out
the stars. We had heard on the wireless that Happy
had reached L.G. V on his Vernon, where he was to
await our arrival. We had sited petrol tins for flares
on our landing ground before dusk; but what worried
us most was the fact that there were hills 500 feet high